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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE HARP 

Strike — strike! 

Already the strings of me quiver, 

Vibrate, 

With the. imagining of your fingers . . . 

Strike! — set free these aching sounds! 

Strike harshly, wildly — loud, 

O strong, beautiful! — 

Till the strings cry out, 

Till the strings are torn with the fierceness of your hands' 

delight, 
With the agony of their own music, 
With the agony of their releasing. 

Broken. 
Still. 



I HAVE FOUND MY BELOVED 

I have found my beloved in the time of apple blossoms— 

pink blossoms, white blossoms, fragrance of love! 

1 have found my beloved in the time of apple blossoms — 
O beauty and fragrance! 

Soon will the apples push out their green sides, 
Soon will they round into happy red — 
The boughs of the trees will bend and be weighed down 
with that ripe burden, 
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With that rich burden of fruit, 
That fragrance of red! 



STATURE 



I must stand on tiptoe to reach your lips, 

I must stand on tiptoe in my soul to reach you, 

To reach the height of my own love. 

It is what I want — to have you tall. 



NAME 

My name is beautiful to me when you say it ; 

A new name. 

No one ever had this name before : 

Your voice changes it. 

It is a new name, 

Sacred ; 

Never till now spoken, or any touch laid on it. 

DIFFERENCE 

I say so many things, I cannot understand your silence. 
I give so much, I cannot undertsand your always taking. 
I change myself so willingly to please you, 
I cannot understand that you have never thought of chang- 
ing. 
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